













































































As aesthetic of cognitive mappingȽa pedagogical political culture which seeks to endow the individual 
subject with some new heightened sense of its place in the global systemȽwill necessarily have to 
respect this enormously complex representational dialectic and invent radically new forms in order 
to do it justice. This is not then, clearly, a call for a return to some older kind of machinery, some 
older and more transparent national space, or some more traditional and reassuring perspectival or 



















































They are a nation,. . .founded on the principle of easy belief.  A unit fueled by credulousness. . . .a set 




it all comes down to a few simple formulas copied and memorized and passed on.  And here is the 
















































































Because the frames followed each other in the original order of exposure, they were able to see 
how Brita had established rhythms and themes, catching a signal, tracking some small business in 
Bill’s face and working to enlarge it or explain it, make it true, make it him. The pictures of Bill were 











































She realized she understood almost no one here, no one spoke in ways she’d ever heard before.  The 
whole rest of her life had been one way of hearing and now she needed to learn another.  It was a 
different language completely, unwritable and interior, the rag-speak of shopping carts and plastic 



























In societies reduced to blur and glut, terror is the only meaningful act. . . . Who do we take 
seriously?  Only the lethal believer, the person who kills and dies for faith. . . . Only the terrorist 
stands outside. . . .It’s confusing when they kill the innocent.  But this is precisely the language of 





It’s pure myth, the terrorist as solitary outlaw.  These groups are backed by repressive governments. 








The boys who work near Abu Rashid have no face or speech.  Their features are identical.  They are 
his features. They don’t need their own features or voices.  They are surrendering these things to 























The experience of my own consciousness tells me how autocracy fails, how total control 
wrecks the spirit, how my characters deny my efforts to own them completely, how I need 
internal dissent, self-argument, how the world squashes me the minute I think it’s mine. 
. . .Do you know why I believe in the novel?  It’s a democratic shout. . . . One thing unlike 











When you inflict punishment on someone who is not guilty, when you fill rooms with innocent 
victims, you begin to empty the world of meaning and erect a separate mental state, the mind 
consuming what’s outside itself, replacing real things with plots and fictions. . . . His detention drains 






That book was about me somehow.  I had to read slowly to keep from jumping out of my skin.  I saw 
myself.  It was my book.  Something about the way I think and feel. . . .The way things fit almost      
















Karen found she could go into the slums of south Teheran, backwards into people’s lives, and hear 
them saying, We have lost our father. . . .Karen went backwards into their lives, into the hovels and 










































I lived responsibly in the real.  I didn’t accept his business of life as a fiction, or whatever Klara 
Sax had meant when she said that things had become unreal.  History was not a matter of missing 
minutes on the tape.  I did not stand helpless before it.  I hewed to the texture of collected 
knowledge, took faith from the solid and availing stuff of our experience. . . .at least we’ve known the 



















The fundamental ideological task of the new concept. . . must remain that of coordinating new forms 
of practice and social and mental habits (this is finally what I take [Raymond] Williams to have 
in mind by the notion of a ‘structure of feeling’) with the new forms of economic production and 
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